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ENEVER RECEIVED A WARNING 
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Guilt the torture 

in satisfaction 

the tremor of chemistry: 
stomach and brain. 

Is a force to break 

make a solid boy 

weary in hate. 


Perfection twists horribly— 
each day 

struggling to lie in peace. 
Bending under 

no reply. 


I 


Embrace returning faded dream 
wind graces fields in wheat, 
tiny tunes through 
suspended ice. 
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I only claim 
the bursts of 
light are not bombs. 
We speed by 
he does not see 
the frozen cobweb branches 
marking time. 
I began misunderstood search 
unable to love young 
the shadow of green 
we follow this night 
under ice 
and hope. 


IV 


We return 
the point in space 
in a universe 
there are those who weep in it all. 
I am one 
and glad 
through all our past 
our northern sea 
has faced it all before. 


we pass 
sadly satisfied 

of all the tracks 

weary leading touch 

and sustained on bitter streets. 
Returning to the crowds of discontent, 
we have circled 

and pointed 

to overcast skys 

stone fences 

cracked settled faces. 

Pressureless fleeting 

playground of the dream’s 

last act. 


VI 


The grinning babbling crowd waves 
from the balcony of consciousness— 
the Hitlarian high school band marches 
stedfastly out of step 

beneath our feet 

and gales of laughter. 


VII 


Our arthritic pathetic host of past glories 
solemnly quietly insane. 

He has missed the chance; 

his last newly mad tales 

passed miles of inspection. 
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VIII 
Tea and the News 


My two old friends 
of Stonehaven 
and they have no one 
and I can give them nothing. 
But there is no offense taken 
and fewer tales from anyone 
but the old railroad man, his friend 
and Russian songs. 


IX 


Breathe heavy; 
it is a long climb 
to get here. 
I have recalled 
so many new troubles 


which I had long forgotten. 
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X 
Our Intermingled Hopes 


We can all share humor 
until life is so obviously misunderstood— 
We are all close in ways to and fro. 
I wanted my own pleasure and peace, 
(so often left to catch nervous uncertainty) 
while she tosses future days between young hands. 
I know our time counts; 
pleading that friends end lonely games 
and it is the same to them: 
My woman and I have cooked food 
for children. 
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It is only odd to move rhythmically 

with an unknown gene consistancy. 

Finding myself amidst familiar strangers 

no words minus smiling salutations. 

These moments are lost in sleep/ 

we are rested from conclusions. 

Each one of us smiled going into unknown roles; 
the muddled, tired solo in reality. 
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XII 


I hide behind the lives 

of the well mannered and 

ill mannered alike. 

Words before dull, stupid 

calm, 

relax. 
I am the presentless sponge of 
today’s and tomorrow’s thinnest of 
quaking cohesion. 


XIII 


If it comes out of this 

new life phase of solemn pleasure— 
if itis anything to you, 

may I be surprised? 


or can I trust that 
any word 
is as good as it ever was? 
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XIV 


The consciousness can take no 
forced rest. The 
body immobile exhausts 
motion. Surprisingly, voice 
relentless whispering 
Autumn 
Autumn 
Autumn 


XV 


That first night alone walk 
humming of home 
for I never had a grasp 


on motive, whispering fear. 


Only strong ahead plans, 
immovable as dust. 
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“‘Lean, taut verse that shows precision and clarity 
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of thought — and a complex, humane sensibility. 


— W. D. White 


“Tam very impressed with his (Ames Arnold’s) 
writing’? — Sam Ragan 


‘Ames Arnold knows the magic of line and word and 
all of it grows out of a keen respect of persons — 
human being — others or self: awareness of act 
(large or small) and intention.’ — Ronald H. Bayes 


‘‘Ames Arnold stays remarkably close to the 
(complex) subject, rendering the complex simple — 
lyric avant-garde in the best sense of a grasp on 
the modern world.’’ — D. V. Smith 


